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10 M, ſoon as cer thou ftrik'ſt thy golden lyre, 
Thy brother Peter's muſe is all on fire, 


To ſing of Kings and Queens, and ſuch rare folk; 


Vet midſt thy heap of compliments ſo fine, 
Say, may we venture to believe a line? 


vou Oxford wits moſt dearly love a joke. 


Son of the NIxE, thou writeſt well on nought — 

Thy thund'ring ſtanza, and its pompous thought, 
I think muſt put a dog into a laugh - 

EDpwarD and Haxzy were much braver men 

Than this new chriſt ned hero of thy pen; 


Yes, laurell'd ODEMAN, braver far, by half. 


B T hough 
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Though on Blackheath, and Wimbledon's wide plain, 


GEORGE keeps his hat off in a ſhow'r of rain ; 


Sees {words and bayonets without a dread, 


Nor at a volley winks, nor ducks his head. 


| Although at grand reviews he ſeems fo bleſt, 


| And leaves at ſix o'clock his downy neſt, 
| | Dead to the charms of blanket, with: or bolſters - 
Unlike his officers, who fond of cramming, 
| | And at reviews, afraid of thirſt and famine, 


With bread and cheeſe and brandy fill their holſters. 


[ | 
Sure, Tom, we ſhould do Juſtice to Queen Beſs ; 


| His preſent Majeſty, whom Heaven long bleſs . 


" With . wit, and arts of choiceſt quality, 
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4 
| 
i. 
: 

| 

'F 


Will never get, I fear, ſo fine a niche | 
As that old Queen, though often call'd old b--ch, 


Th Fame's coloſſal houſe of immortality. | 
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As for John Dryden's Charles — that King, 


TY 
He merited few honours from the pen 


And yet he was a dev'li{f hearty fellow, 


Enjoy'd his girl and bottle—and got mellow 
And mind — kept company with GENTLEMEN. 


For, like ſome kings, in hobby grooms, 
Knights of the manger, currycombs, and brooms, 
Loſt to all glory, Charles did not delight— 

Nor jok'd by day with pages, ſervant maids, 

Large, red-poll'd, blowzy, hard two-handed fades: 
Indeed I know not what Charles did by night. 


Reader, I am of Candour a great lover, 

In ſhort, I'm Candour's ſelf all over, 

Sweet as a candied cake from top to toe, 
Makeit a rule that Virtue ſhall be prais'd, 
And humble Merit from her bum be rais'd : 

What thinkeſt thou of Peter now ? 


Thou crieſt Oh! how falſe! behold thy King, 
% Of whom thou ſcarcely ſay ſt a handſome thing ; 
| „ That 


” * —— „ 
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Then may the royal ray be ſoon ex olor'd 
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* That King hath virtnes that ſhould make you fare.” 
Is it ſo?—then the ſin's in me— 
"Tis my vile optics that can't fee— - 


Then pray for them when next thou ſay ſt a pray'r. 


But p'rhaps aloft on his imperial throne, 


So diſtant, Oh ! ye gods, from ev'ry one; 


The royal virtues are, like many a ſtar*, 


From this our pigmy ſyſtem rather far ; 
Whoſe light, tho' flying ever ſince creation, 


Hath not yet pitch'd upon our nation. 


— 


And, Thomas, if thou'It ſwear thou art not humming, 


I'Il take my ſpying-glaſs, and bring thee word 


The inſtant I behold it coming. 


But, Thomas Warton, without joking, 


Art thou, or art thou not, thy Sov'reign ſmoking ? 


* Such was the ſublime opinion of the Dutch aſtronomer Huygens. 


| How 
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E &4 
How can'ft chou ſeriouſly declare 
T hat George the Third _ 'o 
With Creſly's Edward can guid 8 f 
Or Harry ?——tis too bad, upon my word, 
George is a clever King, I needs muſt own, 


And cuts a FO N i on the throne. | 


117-281 alot} io play -f9 - 
Now thou exclaimſt G. d rot it, Peter, pray, 


«© What to the devil ſhall I ling or lay?” 


P'll tell thee uh to ſay, Oh! runeful Tom 
Sing how a Monarch, when his ſon v was ; dying, | 
His gracious eyes and ears was is edifying, 


By 2 ne and kettle drum: 


Leaving that ſon to 2nd and the 7 "99 ; 


— 


Between two fires — a forlorn- hope condition; | 

Two poachers, who make man their game, 

And, ſpecial markſmen! ſeldom miſs their aim. ; 
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Say, though the Monarch did not ſee his ſon, 
He kept aloof through fatherly effection —— 
Determin'd nothing ſhould be done ; 
To bring on uſeleſs tears and diſmal recolledtion. | 


For what can tears avail, and piteous ſighs? _ 
Death heeds not howls nor dripping eyes : 

And what are ſighs and tears but wind and water, 
That ſhow the leakyneſs of feeble nature 


Reader, thou'lt with my mile not IO 8 


Like air and any ſort of drink, ; 
Whizzing and oozing through each chink, 


That prove the weakneſs of the barrel. 


Say — for the PRINeE, when wet was ev'ry eye, 


And thouſands pour'd to Heav'n the pitying figh 


Devout; 
Say how a Kine, unable to difſemble, 


| Order'd the $1ypoxs to his houſe, and Ken: E, 1 


To ſpout « . 


Gave them ice creams and wines, ſo dear 


Who 


1 
Who ne er could get till chen a thimblefull of beer — 
For which they ve thank d the author of this metre, 
Videlicit, the moral- mender PETER, 
Who in his Ovpx on Op did dare exclaim, 


And call ſuch royal avarice a ſhame. 


Say — but T 1 3 thee bow to p” ay an ode, 
Thus ſhall thy labours viſit F AME'S abode 


In company with my immortal lay 
And look, * om —— thus I fire away 
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BIRT H- DAY ODE. 


THIS day, this very day, gave birth 
Not to the brighteſt Monarch upon earth, 


Becauſe there are ſome brighter, and as big 


Who love the arts that man exalt to Heav'n 

George loves them likewiſe when they're given 
To four-legg'd gentry, chriſt ned dog and pig *, 

Whoſe acts in this our unenlight'ned nation 


Have-much improv'd the Britiſh education. 
re 


Full of the art of brewing beer, - 
The Monarch heard of Mr. WIT BR EA's fame: 


Quoth he one day unto the Queen, My dear, 
« Whitbread hath got a marvellous great name; 
* Shame, ſhame, we have not yet his brewhouſe ſeen ! ” 


Thus faid the Kine unto the Qurzw. 
Red hot with novelty's deligh tful rage, 
To Mr. WRITBRRAD forth he ſent a page, 


* The dancing dogs wd wiſe pig avs formed a confiderable part of 
the royal amuſement. 
To 


[#4 


To fay, That Ma ry propos d to view, 
With thirſt of knowledge deep inflam'd, 
His vats, and tubs, and hops, and hogſheads fi . 


And learn the noble ſecret how to Brew. 


Of ſuch unthought- of honour proud, | | 
Moſt lowly Mr. WHITBREAD bow'd; | 3 
So humbly, (ſo the humble ſtory goes,) „ | | 
He touch'd ev'n terra firma with his noſe; | 

Then faid unto the page, hight Billy Ramus, 
Happy are we that our great King ſhould name us 
As worthy unto Majeſty to ſhew 


How very dext'rouſly we brew. 


— 


Away ſprung Billy Ramus quick a thought: 
To Majeſty the welcome tidings brought; 
Then told how Warrzzzap ftar'd like any ke, 
And trembled---then the civil things he ſaid— 
On which the King did N and nod his head; 


W 


For Monarchs love to o ſee their ſubjects quake: | — 
D Such 
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Such horrors unto Kings moſt pleaſant are, 


Proclaiming rev rence and humility— 
High thoughts, too, all thoſe ſhaking fits 1 
Of kingly grandeur and great capability! 


People of worſhip, wealth, and banks, * 
Look on the humbler ſons of earth, 

Indeed, in a moſt humble light, God knows! 
High ſtations are like Dover's tow ring cliffs, 


Where ſhips below appear like little ſkiffs, 


The people walking on the ſtrand, like crous. 


Muſe, fing the ſtir that Mr. Whitbread made; 
Poor gentleman, moſt terribly afraid 
He ſhould not charm enough his gueſts Site 2 
His maids had all new aprons,-gowns, and ſmocks; 
And lo! two hundred pounds were ſpent in frocks 
To make th' apprentices. and draymen fine. 


Buſy as horſes in a field of clover, 


Dogs, cats, and chairs, and ſtools, were bt over; 


Amidſt 
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Amidſt the Whitbread-rout of preparation 
To treat the lofty Rol xkxR of the nation. 


Now mov'd Kins, QUEEN, and PrINCESSES ſo grand, 
To viſit the firſt brewer in the land 

Who ſometimes drank his beer and munch'd his meat 
In a ſnug corner chriſten'd Chiſwell Street. 


Lord AyLEtsBUsy, and DEnzicn's Lord alſo, 
His Grace the Duke of MonTacue lilewiſe, 
With Lady Harcouxr, join'd the rareeſbow, 
And fix'd all Smithfield's mary ling eyes 
For lo! a greater ſhow ne'er grac'd thoſe quarters, 


Since Maxx roaſted, juſt like crabs, the martyrs.. 


Arriv'd, the King broad grinn'd, and gave a nod 
To Mr. Whitbread, who had Gov æ é 

Come with his angels to behold his meer, - 
With more reſpect he never could have met 
Indeed the man was in a ſweat: | 


So much the BREwER did the Kins revere.. 


Her 


b 
| 
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Her MajzsTy contriv'd Fo make a diy 


ö Light as a feather then the Kine did {kip, 


And aſk'd a thouſand queſtions, with a laugh, 
Before poor WHITBREAD well could anſwer half. 
Reader! my Ode ſhould have a mile 
Well! in Jamaica, on a tam'rind tree, | 

Five hundred parrots, gabbling juſt like Jews, 
I ſaw---ſuch noiſe | the feather'd imps did make 
As made my pericranium 8 


Aſking and telling parrot news. 


Thus was the brewhouſe fill'd with gabbling noiſe, 


Whilſt draymen and the brewer's boys 
Did eat the queſtions which the King did aſk: 
In diff rent parties were they ſtaring ſen, 
Wond'ring to think they ſaw a King and Queen; 
Behind a tub were ſome, and ſome behind a caſk. 


Some 
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Some draymen fore d themſelves (a pretty luncheon) 
Into the mouths of many a gaping puncheon, 

And thewenh the bung-hole wink d with curious ce, 
To view, and be aſfur'd what ſort of things 


Were Princeſſes, and Queens, and Kings; 
For whoſe moſt lofty ſtation thouſands fight. | | 
And lo! of all the gaping — clan, = | 


Few were the mouths that had not got a man! 


Now Majeſty into a pump ſo deep 
Did with an opera glaſs of DoLLAND peep, 
Examining with care each wond rous matter 


That brought up water 


Thus have I ſeen a magpie in the ſtreet, 
A chatt'ring bird we often meet, 
A bird for curioſity well Known, 
With head awry, 
And cunning eye, 
Peep knowingly into a marrow-bone, 


—— 
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And now his curious M. - did ſtoop. 


To count the nails on ev' ry hoop: 

And lo! no ſingle thing came in his way: 
T hat, full of deep nc he did not ſay, 
„ What's this? hx he? what's that? what's this? what's that?” 
So quick the words too, when he deign'd to ſpeak, 
As if each ſyllable would break its neck. 


Thus to the world of great whilſt others crawl, 


Our SOVEREIGN peeps into the world of /mall- 


Thus microſcopic geniuſes explore 

Things that too oft provoke the public Corn, 
een knowledges the fore, 
By finding ſyſtems in a pepper-corn. 


Now Mr. Whitbread, ſerious, did declare, - 
To make the Majeſty of England ſtare, 


That he had butts enow, he knew, 


Plac'd fide by fide, would reach along to Kew: 


On 


FED 
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On which the KING, with wotddr; ſwiftly cry'd; F 


* What? if they reach to Kew 'then, fide by fide, 


« What would they do plac'd end to end? 
To whom, with knitted calculating brow; 
The Man of Beer moſt ſolemnly did vow, 
Almoſt to Windſor that they would extend? 
On which the Kixe with" wond 'ring mien, 


Repeated it unto the wond ring Queen: . 


On which, quick turning round his halter'd head, 


The brewer's horſe, with face aſtoniſh'd, neigh' d; 


The brewer's dog, too, pour'd a note of thunder, 
Rattled his. chain, and wagg'd his tail for wonder. 


Now did the Kix for other beers enquire, , 
For Calvert's, Jordan's, T hrale's entire 

| And after talking of theſe diff rent beers, 
Aſk'd Whitbread if his porter equall'd zheirs ?. 


This was a puzzling, difagreeing queſtion, , , 
Grating like arſenic on his hoſt's digeſtion ; 


A kind 
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A kind of queſtion to the Man of Car 
That not ev'n SoLoMon himſelf would aſk. 


3 b * ; [4 


N ow MaJzsTy, alive to knowledge, took 
A very pretty memorandum book, alt ot ed 
With gilded leaves of aſſes kin ſo. white, e FOE0Y 5 . 
And! in it legibly began to write — 5 ; 2 


ae 


A charming place 1 0 the * 
For roaſting cheſnuts or potates. | 


Mem. - 185 


"Tis hops that give a bitterneſs to beer — 
Hops grow in Kent, fays Whitbread, and. | cfowhere 


Seer. 8 


Is 1 9 no cheaper ſtuff ? —— where Joth'i it dell — 
Would not horſe aloes liter it as wl, id f > 
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Mem. 
Jo try it ſoon on our ſmall beer 
»Twill fave us ſev'ral pounds a year. 


Mem.——To remember to forget to aſk , 
Old Whitbread to my houſe one day 

Mem. 

Mot to forget to take of beer the caſk, 


The brewer offer'd me, away. 


Now having pencill'd his Remarks ſo ſorew'd — 
Sharp as the point of a new pin, 
His Majes rY his watch moſt ſagely view'd, 
And then put up his aſſes kin. 
To Whitbread how deign'd MaJzsTy to fay, 
„ Whitbread, are all your horſes fond of hay? 


Ves, pleaſe your Majzsry,” in humble notes, 
The brewer anſwer'd—* alſo, Sir, of oats. £ 
„Another thing my horſes, too, maintains 
And that, an't pleaſe your MA] ESFv, are grains. 
F « Grains ? 


1 1 
Grains? grains? ſaid MAI EST Y, to fill their crops? 


„Grains? grains? that come from hops—yes, hops, hops, hops. 


Here was the Kine, like hounds ſometimes, at fault - 
« Sixx,” cry d the humble brewer, give me leave 


% Your ſacred MajzsTY to undeceive, 


« Grains, S1Rx, are never made from hops, but malr. 
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” True, ſaid the cautious MonaRcn, with a ſmile : 
„From malt, malt, malt I meant malt all the while.“ 
« Yes,” with the ſweeteſt bow, rejoin d the brew'r, 

« An't pleaſe your MAIESTHV, you did, I'm ſure.“ 
Ves, anſwer d MAB STT, with quick reply, 

« did, I did, I did, I, I, I, I.” 


Reader, whene'er thou doſt eſpy a noſe 
That bright with many a ruby glows 


That noſe thou may'ſt pronounce, nay ſafely ſwear, 


Was nurs'd on ſomething better than /mall beer. 


Thus when thou findeſt Kines in brewing, wiſe 
In Nat'ral Hiſt'ry holding lofty ſtation ; 


Thou may ſt conclude with marv'ling eyes, 


Such Kings have had a goodly education 


+ ; : 
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Now did the KING admire the bell ſo fine, 
That daily aſks the draymen all to dine : 

On which the bell rung out (how very proper l) 
To ſhow it was a bell, and had a clapper. 


And now before their SovxRRIGN's curious eye, 
Parents and children, fine, fat, hopeful ſprigs, 
All ſnuffſing, ſquinting, grunting in their ſty, | 
Appear'd the brewer's tribe of handſome pigs ; 
On which th' obſervent Man who fills a Throne, 
. Declar'd the pigs were vaſtly like His own. 


Now did his Ma JESTY ſo gracious fay 
To Mr. Whitbread, in his flying way, 

+ Whitbread, d'ye nick th' Exciſeman now and than! Pm 
« Hz, Whitbread, when d'ye think to leave off trade ?— 
« Hz? what? Miſs Whitbread's till a maid, a maid ? 

« What what's the matter with the men ? 


« D'ye hunt? — hæ hunt ? — No, no; you are too 2— 
« You'll be Lord May r—Lord May'r one day 
ce Ves, yes, I've heard ſo—yes, yes, ſo I'm told: 


% Don't don't the fine for Sheriff pay 
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What is the price now, hæ, of all your ſtock ? 
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«Tl prick you ev'ry year, man, I declare: 


<& Yes, Whitbread——yes, yes——you ſhall be Lord May'r. 


* Whitbread, d'ye feep a coach, or job one, pray? 
4 Job, job, that's cheape * that's beſt, that's beſt— 
* You put your liv'ries on your draymen—he | ? 


04 Hæ, Whitbread ?——You have feather'd well your neſt. 


* But, Whitbread, whats © lock. Pray, what's 0 clock 5 5 


Now Whitbread nad A, - May I be curs'd 
« If I know what to anſwer Fr. 

Then ſearch'd his brains with ruminating eye. — 
But ere the Man of Malt an anſwer found, 
Quick on his heel, lo, Maj EST v turn d round, 
Skipp'd off, and baulk'd the pleaſure of reply: 


Kings in inquiſitiveneſs ſhould be ſtrong 
From curioſity doth wiſdom flow : 
For tis a maxim I've adopted long, 


The more a man quires, the more he'll know, 


| Reader , 


E 

Reader, didſt ever ſee a waterſpout ? 

'Tis poſlible that thou wilt annie A 
Well, then! he makes a moſt infernal rout; 

Sucks like an elephant the waves below 
With huge proboſcis reaching from the ſky, 
As if he meant to drink the ocean ary ; 
At length /o full, he can't hold one drop more | 


He burſts — down ruſh the waters with a roar. 


Thus have I ſeen a MoN ARCH at reviews 
Suck from the tribe of officers the news, 
Then bear in triumph off each wond rous matter, 


And ſouſe it on the Queen with ſuch a clatter ! 


I always would adviſe folks to aſk queſtions — 
For truly, queſtions are the keys of knowledge ; 
Soldiers that forage for the MinD's digeſtions — 
Cut figures at th' OLD BAILEx, and at CorLzeR ; 
Make Chancellors, Chief Juſtices, and Judges, 
Even of the loweſt green-bag drudges. 
7 „ The 
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The Sages ſay Daun Turn delights to dwell, 


Strange manſion ! in the bottom of a well 
| Queſtions are, then, the windlaſs and the rope 
That pull the grave or ůũ GENTLEWOMAN up. 

Damn * jokes „then, and) u unmannerly ſuggeſtions, 


Reflecting upon Kings for afking Queſtions. 


Now 1 well employ” 0 his royal lungs 

On nails, hoops, ſtaves, pumps, barrels and their lm 
The KING and Co. fat down to a collation, 

Of fleſh, and fiſh; and fowl, of every nation. 


Dire was the clang of plates, of knife and fork 5 

That merc'leſs fell like tomahawks to week; . 
And fearleſs ſcalp'd the fowl, the fiſh, and cattle, 
| Whilſt Whitbread in the rear beheld the battle. 


The conqu'ring Mon arcn, ſtopping to take breath, 
Amidſt the regiments of death, 


* This alludes to the late Dr. Jouxsox's laugh on a Great Perſonage, 
for a laudable curioſity in the Queen's Library, ſome years fince. 


Now 
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Now turn d to Whitbread, with complacence, round, 


And merry thus addreſs'd the Man of Beer : — 
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I'm told that you ſend Bibles to your votes 


Whitbread, is't true? is't true? I hear, I hear 
« You're of an ancient family — renown'd —— 


What? what? I'm told that you're a limb 


Of Pyw, the famous fellow Pym : 


What, Whitbread, is it true what people ſay ; 
Son of a Round-head are you? he? he? he? 


A ſnuffling, round-headed ſociety 


Pray'r books inſtead of caſh to buy them coats 


“ Bunyans, and Practices of Piety: 

Your Bed ford votes would wiſh to change Ss fare, 
Rather ſee caſh —yes, yes—than books of pray r. 
Thirtieth of January don't you feed ? | 

Yes, yes you eat calf's head, you eat calf's head.” 


N ow, having wonders a on fleſh, fowl, fiſh, 


Whole hoſts o'erturn'd — and ſeiz'd on all ſupplies, 


The Royal VIsTroks expreſs'd a wiſh 


To turn to Houſe of Buckingham their eyes. 


But 
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But firſt the Monaxcn ſo polite, 


Aſc'd Mr. Whitbread if he'd be a Knight — 
Unwilling in the liſt to be enroll'd, 
Whitbread contemplated the Knights of Pzc, 


Then to his generous Sov*REIGN made a leg, 


And ſaid, He was afraid he was 00 old. 


2 He thank d, however, his moſt gracious Kins, 


For offering to make him ſuch a THING.” 


But ah! a diff rent reaſon twas, I fear! 
It was not age that bade the Man of Beer 
The proffer'd honour of the Mox ARCH ſhun: 


The tale of Maxc'nzx's knife, and royal fright, 
Had almoſt made him damn the NAME of Knight: 


A tale that farrow'd ſuch a world of fun. 


He 1 d che pray r*, too, by the King eee 
Ev'n by himſelf, the Lord's ANoINTED— 


* For the miraculous eſcape from a poor innocent inſane woman, 


who only held out a ſmall knife in a piece of white . for her 


Sovereigu to view. 
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A foe to faſt, too, is he, let me tell ye; 

And, though a Preſbyterian, cannot think 

Heav'n (quarrelling with meat and drink) | $ | 
Toys in the grumble of a hungry belly ! 79 
Now from the table with Cæſarean air 

Up roſe the Mon arcn with his laurell'd brow, : 
When Mr. Whitbread, waiting on his chair, 


Expreſs'd much thanks; much Joy, and made a bow. 


Miſs Whitbread now ſo thick her curtſies drops, 
Thick as her honour'd father's Kentiſh hops, 
Which hop-like curtſies were return'd by dips 


That never hurt the royal knees and hips ; | 


For hips and knees of QuEexs are ſacred things 
That only bend on gala days 
Before the beſt of Kings, 
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When odes of triumph ſound his praiſe, - | | ONE 
H Now. | = 


Now through a thund' ring peal of kind huzzas, 


— 


Proceeding ſome from Hir d and unbir d jaws, 
The rareeſnow thought proper to retire; 
Whilſt Mr. Whitbread and his daughter fair 
Survey d all Chiſwell Street with lofty air, 
For lol they felt themſelves ſome ſix fect higher ! 


SUCH- 


An 
SUCH, Thomas, is the way to write ! 
Thus ſhould'ſt thou Birth-day Song indite : 
Then ſtick to EARTH, and leave the lofty sx1E, ; 


No more of ti tum tum, and ti tum ti. 


Thus ſhould an honeſt LauREAT write of Kings 
Not praiſe them for imaginary things. 

I own II cannot make my ſtubborn rhime. 
Call ev'ry King a character /ublime ; 

For Conſcience will not ſuffer me to wander 


So very widely from the paths of Candour. 


I know full well /o-e fins * are to be ſeen; 
To whom my verſe ſo bold would give the ſpleen, 
Should that bold verſe declare they wanted brains —— 
I. won't ſay that they never brain poſſeſs'd —— | 
They may have been with ſuch a preſent bleſs'd, 
And therefore fancy that ſome fill remains 2. 


* Foreign Kings. 
For 
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For ev'ry well-experienc'd ſurgeon knows 


That men who with their legs have parted, 
Swear that they've felt a pain in all their gor, 
And often at the twinges fared ; 
Then fare upon their oaken ſtumps, in vain ! 


Fancying the toes were all come back again. 


It men, then, who their ab/ent toes have mourn'd, 
Can fancy thoſe ſame toes at times return'd ; 

So Kings, in matters of intelligences, 

May fancy they have ſtumbled on their ſenſes. 


Yes, Tom — mine is the way of writing Ode — 


Why lifteſt thou thy pious eyes to Gop ? 


Strange diſappointment in thy looks I read; 

ö 1 | And now I hear thee in proud triumph cry, 

| # Is this an action, PETER, this a deed, 

| 1 | „ To raiſe a Monarca to the ſky ? 

—_ © Tubs, porter, pumps, vats, all the Whitbread throng, 


1 


«© Rare things to figure in the Muſe's ſong ! 


li i | . | Thomas, 
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Thomas, I here proteſt I want no quarrels 

On Kings and Brewers, porter, pumps, and barrels —- 
Far from the dove-like PxTER be fuch ſtrife !_ 

But this I tell thee, Thomas, for a fat, 


Thy Cana never did an act 


More wiſe, more. glorious, in his life. 


Now Gop preſerve all wonder-hunting KIN Gs, 


Whether at Windſor, Buckingham, or . 
And may they never do more fooliſh things 


T han viſiting ON WurrBREAD and his brewhouſe. 
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